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"5 1R, 
Hat ſweetneſs of Mis r I hive had the 
|. Happineſs to Aiſcover in the honour. of 
»L "your, Company *if the firſt 'place, :and 
your favourable Opinion'of my Play in the next, 
_ me Incouragement to claim your Prote- 
10n 

I am often told , and always pleaſed when I 
hear it, that the, Works-not mine ; but oh I fear 
your Cloſet view will too ſoon find out the Wo- 
man , the imperfe& Woman there. The ſtory 
Was true, and the aQion gave it Life ; for I ſhowd 
be very rude not to own each maintain'd their 
CharaQer beyond my hopes. Then that pretty 
Atgamegt. the ingenious Dialogue, theſe might 
divert you at the Theatre, but. theſe avail not 
me ; the reading may prove tireſome as a dull 
repeated tale ; Yet I have ſtill recourſe to what 
| mention'd firſt, your good nature, that I hope 


A 2 will 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


wilt-pardon-and accept it. I only wiſh my felf 


Miſtreſs of Eloquence, Rhetorick, if the Perfe&i- 
ons of the Pen, that I might worthily entertain 


Mr. Minchall. 


Your Noble Family has been long the Glory 


of my Native Country, and youare what I think 
no other Nation equals , a true Engliſh Gentle- 


-man, kind to'the diſtreſſed, a Friend to all. . I 


idarenot proceed---4ny | Weakneſs wou'd too plain- 


' ly appear in auming at. a CharaGer which F can 


LC 
2£ 
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never reach 3- Therefore, I conclude, once more 
asking your Pardon , and leave to ſubſcribe my 


lelt, 
$I R + 
Your' moſt humble 


odd 17 and Obliged Servant,, 


Mary Pix. 


+ THE 

. Did not intend to have troubPd the Reader with any thi 
of a Preface ; for I am very ſenſible thoſe that will wm 
ankind to Criticize upon what falls from a Womans Pen , may 
ſoon find more aults than I am ever able to anſwer. But there 
api goal Fea in calling it Ibrahim, the Thirteenth 
&c. that notice of it, [ read ſome years 

i» Relarims 3 | in the Country , Sir Paul Ricaut's 
tanetion ontinuation of the Turkiſh IPs 1 was pleas'd with the 
ſtory and wentur'd to write upon iſted too far to my 
Memory ; gents 4 ym te Pl 
was Print and then I found Ibrahim was the T 
perour. I beg Pardon for the miſtake, and hope the | Ne 
tur'd World will excuſe that and what elſe is amiſs, in a thing 
only defign'd for their Diverſion. 
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+22.» Spoken by Mrs. Croſs. 


'M bt fe nt, but Heaven knows what to mY 
K's boy £.excuſe 4 dull Heroick. Pl ; k 
re"s hor PO nant Repartte; nov tak 


11 [2p ee ſan ;reck w% or (Fradnre 
Beau, in his very affetted Dreſs + Wan 
Does. all the ergo fac = yy expreſs , 


* *B owe, re haw ada Friends. , 


Et Pit our Mithot 


Pe eaeaninrl 


or = yo in = C ampanding Eyes : 
— 7 By Bhuſttring Critique then will dave 
nd 4 TAE Or contradict 11s the Fair ? 


Tk 

Nee to 

Strit# Rules of Howwur ork in view, 
And always when ſhe wrote, ſbe 07 Jon. 

I Then Ladies own it, let not Detradtters ſay, 
Tow'l! not protect one harmleſs, modeſt Play. 
The Hero to our Sex i ſtill incliwd, 
Securing you, we're ſure 0 all Mankind. 

P7 IROR.-, Yin! that charming Circle you will oft ws 
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Azema, Grand Vier, | Mr. Diſney. 
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Solyman, his Friend, Mr. Harland. 
Achmet, Chief of the Eunuchs. Mes. Verbruggen. 
Several Officers belonging to the Court. 
Morena, the 
ved by Amurat, 8; Fh 
Sheker Para , Favourite Miſtreſs 9 Mrs Kni 
Ibrahim, 3 Web 
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ACT LI 


At a diſtance : The Mufti and Muftapha appear. 
Near the Audience Achmet and ſeveral Eunuchs Enter. 


Aſte each Attendant to perform his ſeveral charge 
With ſtriQteſt diligence, and moſt obſervant care ; 
Burn the Sabean Gums, and all thoſe rich Perfumes 
Where our great Maſter paſles, till every Room 

Smell fweert as Altars laden with Incenſe 

To the Heathen Gods, ſpread the gay Perſian Carpets. : 

For his Royal Feet, and you to the Apartments fly a— 

Of thoſe Incloiſter'd Virgin Roſes, the ſele& and choſen \ ” 

Beauties of the habitable World, bid *em prepare, —_ 

Quick let *em in all their brighteſt glories be array'd, 


for their Sun, the Mighty Ibrahim approaches. 
[ Exit Achmet, the Eunuchs follow. 


The Mufti and Muſtapha come forward. 

Mufti. Now, by our Prophet, whar's all this but gaudy Pageantry, 
Ill ated Scenes of Pomp and ſhow, inſtead of real greatnels : 
O my Friend it was not thus of old, 
The great Forefathers of this degenerate Man, 
Inſtexd of treading on Perſaan Carpets, 
Trod np-92 the Necks of Per/ran Kings : 
Whji't now (curs'd reverſe of time) ſoftneſs and eaſe, 
Flatterers 2nd Women, fill alone our Monarch's Heart ; 
Women enough to undo the Univerſal World 
Are here maintzin'd, whole uſeleſs hundreds, 
And with ſuch a train of Pride and Luxury, 
Thar Eyes before ne'er ſaw, nor can _ words deſcribe ; 


; Wou'd 


Wor'd you believe it ? the Vuttores deckt in Painted-Plumes, 
So eager are for their vain trappings, 
Thar ſoon as a Merchant Ship ſalutes the Port, 
His Goods are ſeiz'd, and brought to the Seraglio 
Without Account, Value, or Juſtice, yet at this 
The Pander Yiſier winks, whilſt the poor Owner 
Waits in vain for Anſwer or Redreſs. 

Muſt. Moſt juſt Obſerver, as well as Teacher of our Laws, 
By me in Friendſhip like a Brother lov'd, 
In"counſel like a Father honour'd, 
That what you have faid is moſt undoubted truth, 
Th Impartial World muſt own. Bur theſe complaints 

las, avail not, our Lord hates us his faithful Servants, 
And whatever we ſhou'd offer, wou'd certainly deſpiſe. 

Muft. You are too good, my Muft: to be a Favourite here, 

ſo long Married to the Royal Siſter of our Emperour ; 
Nay, in this baſe Court, your Son, «he God-like Amurat, 
But coldly is receiv'd, becauſe his wondrous Youth 
ſo far out-ſtrip'd their floathful Age——— 
? ! Pity ! that the faireſt branch of all the Oxtoman Race, 
pro from a Female Root ; yet I ſwear 

ere he Lord of all that our Tyrannick Maſter holds, 
[ cou'd not eſteem him more, or love him better. 
Few Kings his Courage cer obtain'd, or Vertues ; 
O 'tis Nobler far a Crown to Merit, than a Crown 
To wear. 

uſt. Happy's my Son in ſuch a Patron, 
Who never ceaſes to oblige ; I know your kind Attendance 
Now is on his behalf, to ſpeak his Aftions 
In the Sultans Ear, ſo as may obtain his Royal fayour. 

Muft. It is indeed my chief deſign—— 
But oh ! Manly Vertue, Courage unequall'd, 
Fortitude, arid all thoſe Graces that adorn 
The glorious Amurat, are truths diſpleaſing 
To our Ibrahim, whoſe ſoft Soul d ive 
Beauty charms into a ſleep too ſound 
For the Report of Noble Deeds to wake. 

Muſt, The Viſier is the Minion 
Hangs the darling of his heart, 
And with ill Counſel poyſons 
Every deſign that tends towards Vertue. 

AMuft. Then that vile Woman, to whom 
He hath given the ſweet Name _- 
Of Sheker Para, ſhe, with the Viſier, 
Joins to ruin Jbrabim—— 

Muſt. W hilit he, contrary to our Countries Laws, 
Expoſes her to publick view, lets her conyerſe 
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With ; 
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With Viſier, Baſhaws, or whom ſhe pleaſes. 

Muft. But that I have a Daughter 
Whole early Vertue and ſincere Obedience, 
Ties my Soul to dote upon : 
1 for my Countries ſake wou'd Curſe the Sex. 

Auſt. That Daughter —— 

Muft. No more, the Emperours Guards appear, wo 
And ſee the Viſiter, and the Woman at his Elbow. 


Enter Ibrahim, the Grand Viſier, Sheker Para, Achmet, and 
ſeveral Attendants. 


Ibrab. I ſay the Baſhaw's Treaſon is plain, ” 
Therefore Morat, attend him with the Bow-ſtring, 
And my fatal Order that without a murmur 
He ſurrender Life for his Il|-gotten Wealth. 

'Tis thine, my faithful, vigilant Azema. 

Viſ. O ſacred Sir, whoſe Juſtice is Divine, 
And 'twould be Impious to affirm 
The Baſhaw of Damaſcus hath one Grain of Innocence ; 
Yet let me beg you wou'd hold that bounteous hand, 
The only Wealth I covet is to be my Sultans Slave. 
Beſides, I have many Enemies, and theſe high favours 
Will I tear create me more. 

Ibrab. Who dares to be thy Enemy ? No, Viſier, 
Whilſt | prote& thee, Kings ſhall for thy Friendſhip ſue ; 
And let thy Foes remember what I commanded laſt. 

Viſ. O let me throw my ſelf beneath your Royal Feet, 
And kiſſing your honour'd Robes, diſcloſe 
The Adoration that my heart is full of. 

Muft. Fawning Sycophat !  _[4i&. 

Ibra. Riſe, good Azema ! no more / 

Muft, Great Sir, I have a Suit to you. 

Ira. What is't, my Religious Councellor ? : 

Muft. Not for my ſelf, but one much more deſerving, 

Your Godlike General Amiurat, who brings 

Your Conquering Forces back trom vanquiſht Babylon, 
Now lies Incamp'd near this Imperial City : 

Next Spring, by your Commands, and his deſires, 

He gocs to Candia, to puniſh that ſtubborn Town, _ 
Which dares reſiſt the Ottoman Armies that are Invincible, 
By me he humbly prays your Royal Licenſe, 

That this Winter he may remain 

At his own Palace here in Conſtantmople, uo» 

Ibra, Pll conſider his defires——bur at this time 
Let all, except my Eunuchs, and my Sheker Para, ; 
Leave Menw——_— D Exit &c. 

B 2 Come, 
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Come, my loved Sheker, what haſt thou prepar'd 
To calm and tune my Soul, which theſe affairs 
Have ruffled from its own Sphere of 
Eaſe and Pleaſure—— 
Sbek. To charm my Monarch is the only ſtudy and' 
Buſineſs of your Slave, and to that end, 
Twenty fair Virgins, whom yet your Eyes nc'er ſaw, 
I have pick'd and choſen from a thouſand, 
And ſet in order for your view. | 
Ibra. Thanks my good Girl, *tis by theſe obliging turns 
That thou ſecur*ſt the heart of Ibrabim. 
Give me that grateful Miſtreſs, 
Who when her Lover, ſated with that high 
Luſcious Feaſt, Enjoyment, ſhe for his 
Sickly Appetite : 
Generoully res freſh Viands ; 
I but taſt of them, my ſolid part, 
My Friendſhip that remains with thee. 
Ach. Now let each Ambitious Maid diſcloſe the Gifts 
Of Art and Nature, whether in Voice, or 
Tuneful Motion the taking beauty lies ; 
With Emulation let it be praQtis'd o'er 
To charm the Worlds = Lord. 
The Scene draws and diſcovers the Ladies ſet in Order for the Sultans 
Choice, who takes out bis Handkerchief , and walks round them ;; 
whilſt Sheker Para talks to Achmer. 
Sheker, How diſtereat, Achmet, is this from the European-ſtories ; 
I tave read there, twenty Heroes for the Ladies 
Burn and die, here twenty Ladies for the Hero. 
. Ab. It ſhows that Mankind maintains his Chartgr 
Better here, yet loſes ſure the ſweetneſs 
Of ſubmiſſive love ; ſee, he ſeems fixt. 
Shek. No— the Handkerchief.is not dropt yet, 
And ſhe's left to uſe her own. 
Acb, Now *tis reſolved 
[The Sultan drops bus Handkerchief , which the Lady falling proſtrate, 
' kiſſes, and takes up, and is led off by two Eunuchs ; the Sultan fd- 
lowing, the Scene ſhuts upon the reſt, 
Shek, Oh Achmet | O my faithful Slave / 
If &'er thor loy'ſt thy generous Miſtreſs 
Who has from nothing raiſed thee 
Ar. plac'd thee in tae higheſt Orb that thou canſt move . 
For wantiag Maghocd, though thy Soul's all God-like, 
Yet thou canſt nor riſe to greater honours, 
Help me now ; thou know'!: my ragipg fires 
How Paſſion like a Vultur preys upon my heart, 
And tic hot flames of love drink up my Spirits, 
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All _ | ſay, thou know'ſt, and yet bringſt No 
Remedy. 
4d, Troe, when theſe Convullive Fits are on ye, 
I from your ravings learn you love the General Amurat, 
Nor have | been unmindful , even of thoſe__ _—_ 
* Imperfect hints ; 
But the Phyſician that pretends to adminiſter a Cure, 
Muſt each particular of the Diltemper know. 
Shek. O ! I have told thee, o'er and o'er. 
Repetition wrecks my Soul—— 
Yet thou ſhalt hear't again, 
Full well thon know'ſt the Sultan gives me greater Privilege 
Than ever Woman had in the Ottoman Court ; 
That has undone me, for there I have ſeen 
This Robber of my reſt, this cruel charming Amurat. 
Ach. Knows he his Happyneſs ? 
Sbeck, Yes, Yes, for | have ſtole a thouſand burning Glances, 
And ſent them to his heart 
Beſides ſweet herbs, and Amorous Flowers 
(Thoſe Hieroglyphicks, and Emblems of our Countrys love) 
In Boxes wrought with gold and ſet in Jewels 
Of unequall'd value, he hath oft received ; 
Yet ſtill he Ignorance pretends, nor meets my Eyes 
But turns his own another way 
Or elſe looks guilty down. 
Ach. What ſtoick vertue rules in his cold Icy Veins, 
And gives him power to reſiſt thoſe Eyes ? 
Or has another gain'd his heart ? 
Shek. Cou'd I find out that, revenge wou'd take the place 
Of Injur'd Love, and 1 ſhou'd weep no more ; 
Revenge, ſweet Revenge, Injuries, Antidote , 
Wronged Womens darling Joy—— 
The Emperour thinks perhaps, 
Becauſe 1 ſhare him with a hundred Rivals 
My Nature's tame. No, . No! 
We ealily give what we deſpiſe 
But ſhou'd another be ador'd by my Amurat 
Whilſt negletted 1 deſpair, 
How wou'd 1 wrack her, how glut me 
With the ruiae of their Loves, and them ! 
Ach. This 1 have obſerv'd, that fince his Incamping near 
He often in diſguiſe repairs to this great Town ; 
But whether Ambition or Love bring him, 1 know 
Not, for I cou'd never learn his Counſels. þ. 
Shek, That, dec... Achmet, be thy future care, 
And name thy own reward. But how canſt thou effect ic, 


Hath thy prolifick brain yet laid a form ? - 


Are ſtill attended by their Motes, who 
Follow into all their Privacies 

As being unable to divulge them, one of theſe 
Is near my Stature. 

Him will I draw aſide, knock out his brains, 
And in his habit watch the Princes Motions. 


Shek, Now ! Amurat Excellent ! 
The time draws near to quench theſe raging fires, 
In full poſſeſſion of my fierce deſires ; 
Or elſe the ungrateful object Fil deſtroy, 
Which rob'd my Nights of reſt, my Days of Joy. 


ACT IL 
Exter Amurat, Solyman. 


Soly. TY is not ſure that Amurat 
Who foremoſt ſcaled the Walls of Babylon, 

And cry'd aloud, Come on, who fears to die, 
Deſerves it——yet at a Lettet now pauſes, 
Stops, turns pale, and ſeems to grow upon the 
Earth he treads. 

Am. Thou art no judge, my Friend, you never loved, 
Nor ſvre none ever loved like me, 
If I acquir'd glory, *twas for Morena's fake 
That ſhe might not deſpiſe me —— 
Nor have 1 more to do if ſhe is loſt. 

Soly. You terrify your ſelf with groundleſs fears, 
Nor can I from the Muft?'s Letter 
Diſcern a danger threatning towards your love 

Am. Oh Solyman ! forgive the frailty of your Friend, 
Forgive the follies that Imperious love creates, 
Here the Mufti writes, that on earneſt buſineſs 
He cravcs my preſence, if he hath diſcover'd = 
The Adoration that I pay his beauteous Daughter, 
And then forbid it, how loſt a thing is Amwat, 
For I know well, though her poor Slave ſhov'd ſuffer 
A thouſand wracks , ſhe'd tread the rigid paths of Duty, 
And let me die, rather than forfeit her obedience. 

Soly. The Guard our Country lays on that fair charming Sex 
Cauſes my wonder, how you have lov'd thus long conceal d. 
Am, Kind Heav*n who ſaw my faithful ſuffering hears 

[n pity thus diſpoſed ir, a truſty Slave at the 


- 


Tranſporting 


Tranſporting hours of ſilent Night ſtill gave 

| rep mh hich her A look 
Toa en, W partment overlook” 
There, at that awful diſtance, did I Kneel, % 
Sent up my Vows with ſuch an ardent zeal 
Till at | melted the heart of my fair 
Liſtening els; 

And ſhe from thence, as from an upper Orb of bliſs 
Sent down ſweet words, and anſwering lighs, 
 —  —— for which wi h 
An Eagern 


Eagerneſs, 
I had prayed - hows dee yn wg 
But one grain of this fierce paſſion which invades 
My Soul, to thee ; you no- more wou'd wonder _ 
If I almoſt Conquer'd Impoſlibilities to ſee Morena 
Mark, how the fluſhing joy leaps to my Cheeks, 
Oh ! if her very name cauſes ſuch boundings in my blood, 
What wou'd her ſight, what to preſs her in my Arms, 
And taſt her roſy Lips ! exceſs of Joy won'd work 
The Effefts of grief ; and I ſhou'd fall a Victim 
wy Wi H he greateſt 
. Where Heaven gives t hearts 
We {till the greateſt ns find, 
And 'tis the brave alone love moſt and beſt. 
Am, My Dear Indulgent Friend, farewel, 
At the uſual Rendezyouz 11 be 
Within few hours ; and we'll return 
Together to the Camp. 


Soly. Proſperity attend your Wiſhes. [Exeunt ſeverally, 
Enter the. Mufti, and Muſtapha , Amorat meets them attended, 
among ſt bis Attendants Achmet. 


Muft, Welcome Noble Youth, you're moſt welcome here, 
Nor is your requeſt forgot, though not obtain'd, 
For your a _— publickly. 

Am, Where ſhall | pay my duty firſt ? 

Or which way Kaneel ? each is a Father, 
And each too good for Amurat. 

Muſt, Moſt fure my Son, you never can 
Enough acknowledge the bounties 
Of this Reverend Man ; whoſe early care 
Shelter'd thy tender youth ——— 

From the rough Blaſts of Tyranny 
And Fattion, and by his Eloquence 
Still render'd thee as now thou ſtandeſt, + 


Eavourite to the Prince, and People. Mut. 


7 6 Tra, m ry [- hirteen i 


Muft. My Friends, ye over-rate my Endeavours . 
Tn ſerve, and kindly take the will where power is wanting, | 
No, *tis not I, *tis our great Maſter, to whom 
Half the Earth bows down their ſervile Necks : 

Who, with one Almighty nod, can give a little World 

Away, tis he ſhou'd Amurat reward, and beſtow 

A Kingdom, as his Vzlour due , yet lovely 

Royal Warrior, if I have rightly found 

The ſecret of thy heart, there is a 

In my power, which equal to a Crown you'll prize. 


Am. Ha! « prep ; 


 _ Muft. Come forth, Morena, my Ages Darling, 

And my hearts delight ; Joy of my Eyes, 

Lov'd objc& of all my Earthly hopes, 

Lend me thy hand, and ſmile = thy Father w 
When be gives thee to thy Wi 
| Am. Wherc am I ? 
Thou tranſporting lmage that dances thus 
Before my dazled Eyes, art thou real ? 
| Oh ! that at the emptying halt my Veins, 
I were convinc'd this is no Dream. 

Muft. | ſaw your ſecret Love, watch'd the kindling fires, 
And bleſt *em as they ſprang. Had | diſapprov'd 
They had been prevented cer riſen to a mutual flame, 
But take her, Son, and Erernal Bleſſings Crown ye both, 

Muſt. He is already bleſt, what Monarch wou'd not forego 
An univerſal ſway for ſuch a charming Maid ? 

Am. Speak Goddeſs, | ! Angel , ſpeak! 
Let your ſweet Voice conhrm my Ha 
That my beating heart may force its paſſage 
Through my Breaſt, and fly to yours ! 

Mor. O Amurat | ſpare my Tongue and Cheeks 
The ſhame of owning, what oy Soul is full of ; 
And by my paſt Love, jndge my preſent Joy ! 

ich. Aſide, Thy future Miſery 1 can read. 

Am. *Tis (o, and | am bleſt above all humane kind : 
Reinn, reign, ye unenvy'd Monarchs ! 
Fight tor this Dnnghil Earth, and let | 
The blond of thouſand thouſand Wretches, 
Whom daily your Ambition Sacrifices, 
Lie hexvy on your gvilry heads, 
Whil't 1, blefſt with this fair Heaven of Innocence, 
This matchleis, lovely, charming Creature, 
More Worth rhan Indies joyn'd to Indies ; 
1 han all the Sun Cer ſees : am Happier . 


Than a fancy'd God, | 
Mor. Ceaſe theſe tranſports, my lov'd Lord, - 

Leaſt fate grow angry at our Joys Exceſs, 

And Daſh them with Eternal Woes, 
Muft. Make haſt, my Son, in your return 

To the Camp, for fear the k&mperour 

Shou'd Diſcover our private meeting, 

Within few days, 

You will return with his Permiſſion, 

And from my Arms, receive the lov'd Morena 

Into yours ! , CExeumt Mufti and Muſtapha. 
Am. Oh Morena ! my Morena, Now 

Permit me to approach, and ſwear 

Upon thy ſnowy boſom, how much 

I love thee, iii with warm ſighs 

Pre thaw'd thy Virgin Icy Heart, 

And made it burn like mine, 
Mor. What Maid can hear, and be unmov'd, 

The M-n ſhe loves talk at this charming rate ; 

Bot Oh ! I've read, that Men are all by tuture 

Faliez and this dear pleaſing tale of love, 

To which I | ++ wich ſuch rapture, 

Will hereafter bc, pe: aps, Word for Word 

Reverted to another. 
Am, Never, Morena, never. 

No, here kneeling in the Face of Heaven . 

I ſwear, that though our Law allows Plurality of Wives 

And Miſtreſles, yer I will never practiſe it ; 

May Diſhonour wrap my head with ſhame 

Iaitezd of Laure!s ; may I be beaten 

T'\\rough the Army I command, and branded for a Coward, 

When | admit another Love into my Bed or Boſom , 

Let our great Maſter be Spectator of my Infamy, | 

And after that let me lire. Ns 
Mor. Hold, my deFLord, fain wou'd I fay fumething too 

To anſwer all this woadrovs love, 

Were thc-e a Mn Valiant, gocd like my Amrat, 

And greater 11141 our mighty Sultan, yet wov'd | 


Be corn 1 (3: 1nd pieces, rather than 
Break i 1/1 ited Faith. 
Am. orc my Lif:, what nced of Oaths 


When 1 276 Cements our Hearts, 
O! 1:t me ra®?? 4 parting, Kils, 
The fwcert memory of which 
Wit wing my {itt return, 
Mor. What 112an theſe tremlings here ? 
Why come theſe lighs uncall & * 4 
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EF know—— 1 think I know 
You wonnot break your Vow. 

Am. Shall 1 ſwear again, 
Never yet cloſer to thy heart. 
By all theſe Virgin favours, never. 
Here I ſet vp my reſt, and plant my Endleſs Joys 
On this fair work of Nature 
When thou was't form'd,courious Heaven 
_ at the Exat wor Les 
And every was pleas'd, ! I am fix" 
For ever, M1 glory force me from thy Arms, 
Then in all the Hazards of tempeſtuous War, 
Thou, the Auſpicious Star that PII invpke, 
eHorena's Name ſhall guide my Sword to Conqueſt, 
And after thoſe Laborious Toils, eager and longing 
For my bliſs, the Laurels I have gain'd, 
At thy feet I'll lay, Crown'd with thy love 


And reigning in thy heart ; 7 
Such Raptures my tranſported Soul will ſeize, 
I here ſhall ind our Mabomet's Paradiſe. [Exeunt; 


Enter Sheker Para, and Mirva ber Slave. 


Shek, Now is fate at work for me: 
Achmet the buſy Engine, that darling uſefol Eunuch, 
Cloſe as his genius traces my Hero's ſecret ſt 
And on his Diſcovery my tortur'd Life depen 
If Amurat's aſpiring Soul is only full of Plots 
To raiſe him higher, fixt above the Viſiers Power, 
And faſter in ovr Empires Honovrs, I am happy, 
For I can-further his Ambition ; and he in gratitude 
Muſt pay me back with Love, but Oh! I tear 
The ViRoriouz Prince full of charms, and blooming youth,, 
Is rather on the chaſe of Beanry, then he -*tains 
The glorious quarry, for though caſt in a Celeſtial 
How cou'd a Nymph Divine reliſt him ? 
Air. Madam whil!t you talk as if in dreams 
Of Heavenly, and Imaginary Beauty, 
You forget your own ; the Prince I dare 
Preſume to affirm, fears to offer, doubting, 
What he wiſhes, your Encouragement, and 
Dreading our Sultan, You, Madam, know 
'Tis fafer far Razing Imperial Cities 
Than aiming at a Miltrels poſleſs'd, 
And v2lo'd by the mighty Ibrabim, 
Sek, True, AMirva, I have charm'd the wandring God 
More variable than the Heathens Jove, _s 
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He darts hut like a falling Star upon 

The yielding fair, diſſolves, and then 

To her is ſeen no more ; yet his Soul 

Is rivetted to mine, hangs on the Muſick 

Of my t nay late at my requeſt 

For the firſt bloſſoms of the early year, he gave 

The obliging donor, the rich Kingdom of Natolis : 

1 look down on the Sultana Queens, deſpiſe 

Their Pregnancy, and want of power. 
Mir. The Aſtoniſh'd World ſees your amazing height, 

And juſtly pays to you their Adoration. p 
Shek. Ah Flatterer, to what haſt thon betray'd me, 

Whilſt my boaſting tongue ſwells with this 

Vain ſtory ; my trembling fooliſh loving heart 

Beats a ſad Alarm, and preſages all my hopes deſtroyed. 


X Enter Achmet,; in a Mates Habit. 
Ha ! Achmet, thy dreſs, thy looks, thy haſt, 
Diſcover thy Faith and Diligence——Oh 
Quickly eaſe my tortur'd Soul ! ; 
Ach. Madam, your laſt and Chief defire was 
To ſee the Prince : if that's EffeRted 
You muſt not ſtay to hear what I have learnt; 
He paſſes this moment through the remoteſt Gallery 
That leads towards the Bo , there 
I ſuppoſe his Galley waits him, this Key 
Shortens your walk, and you may 
Meet him in the open ſpace. 
Sbek. Fly Achmet, to my Cabinet, and ſhift thee there 
Then wait till my return—— 
I dare not ask thee——is he a Lover ? 
Ach. Madam, he is ; if you ſtay to hear mcre 
You cannot ſee him. 
Shek, Yes, I will ſee-him ; though ten thouſand's ruine | 
Hung upon the fatal Interview / LEx#. 


II 


The Scene changes to the proſpet# of the Sea, 
Enter Amurat « #/ufled in bs Robe, 

” Am. to one Attend, Sze here abours for Solyman. {[Sheker Para, meets bing. 
Curſt accident how ſhall 1 avoid her. 

Sbek. Ha ! Mirva ? is not that onz Calebrated General ? 

Mir. Doubtleſs, Madam, bis very motion ſhews him 
He camot ſhroud his Glories. | 

Am, Excuſe me Ladies ; a bolineſs 
R-:lating only to my elf, call'd me for forme 
Momencs hither, without our Lords Permiſſion. 


Sbek. And is this the way we rective our Couquerours ? 
C 2 | Ups 


12 Ibrahim the'Thirteenth Emperour 


Old Reme granted Orvations Triumphs 
To ſuch exalted Vertue, drawn in the gaudy Chariot 
The Noble warriors march'd a long, kindling 
In the bright gazing Virgins loves ſoft fires, 
And in the wandring youths Wars herce 
Martial Heats, if through our crowded ſtreets 
Mounted high on Perſian ruines,,. 
Succeſsful Ammurat were to paſs (Pardon 
My bluſhes) when I ſay | think not Rome's 
Fam'd Cxſar, or her darling Pompey, cou'd 
Be more admir'd, eſteem'd, or lov'd. 

Am, When a Lady praiſes, I am Dumb. 
Shou'd a Man fay this, I mult call it 
Flattery, and [I'll reſent it. 

Shek, Fames Trumpet blows aloud, 1 
Catch but the Echo, and repeat it faintly, 
Yet I cou'd wiſh my ſelf an Emulator 
In your glory, a Man, your Companion 
In the War, for ſomething I wou'd do 
To gain your Friendſhip ; prevent 
The lifred Arm of fate, and in my Breaſt 
Receive ſome wound deſign'd for you. 


Am. War, with its rough Idea, ought not Madam, 


To Diſturb your gentler mind, by varying 
Nature order'd the ſweet manſion of love 
And ſoft deſires. 

Sbek. But Almighty Nature ſometimes fills 
Our Souls with both: as I Ambitious 
Look up to War, ſo you inks, 

Too Godlike Hero, might look down to love, 

Am. *Tis looking vpwards, Madam, ſurely 
When we think of love ; for beauty 
The reſemblance bears of Heaven, 

Love is a pleaſing Theme, but I muſt 
Indulge my Ears no longer, leaſt 

I forget my Duty, whichin my ſwifr 
Return's expreſt. 

Sbek, Fly not with ſuch unwelcome haſt, 
If you are pleaſed with any thing 
That 1 can ſay, I'll take care for 
Your excuſe, or ſtay. 

Am, Madam, I have left the Army without 
Their neceſſary Orders, | cannot now 
Accept your offer'd favour. 

Shek, Let Confuſion be Inſtead of Order 
If your hearts like mine; for mine is all 
Tumultuous, Oh General / 

"= 


[Is gong. 
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Awe me not with thy bluſhes, 
For I have lov'd thee long——<— You 
Perhaps deſpiſe the Jewel, becauſe 'tis offer*d, 
But know Vilier Baſhaws, the teſt 
Of our Port, in-vain have beg'd a ſmile, 
Am. To the greatelt in the Port, and World ; 
Your ſmiles are due, and 1 injure him 
When 1 hear this. Farewel, [Exit. 
Shek. Gone ! O Devil ! 
Keep down, thou ſwelling Heart / 
Or higher riſe, that | may tear 
Thee with my tecth ! Mirva ! 
Break all the flattering Mirrors ! 
Let me neer behold this rejected Face again ! 
Have I ſeen Scepter'd Slaves kneeling 
At my feet, forgetting they wereKings, 
Forgetful of their Gods, calling alone on me ; 
ng whole days and hours as if meaſur'd 
With a Moments Sand, and now refus'd: 
By a Curſt Beardlefs Boy ! my Arms too 
—_ all my Charms laid forth ! (for 
Joys of Love are double, when our 
Sex defires) heedlefs and cold he flew 
From my Embrace ; ſwift.as I will do 
To form his ruine——Acbmet ! I come ! 


'Tis he muſt raiſe this raging Tem _ | . 
Though cold to me, his boſom's che on fire. [Exeunt, 
- 
ACT II. 
Enter Sheker Para, followed by Achmet. 


Shek, Few. Oh Achmet !——Hold ! for I can bear no mare, 
And yet the Inquiſitive Soul, ſet on miſchief, 
And bent for ruine, hangs on the fatal ſtory, 
Though every Period gives me Death. 
——— Was my Curſt Rival Fair ? 
For of her Beauty, you have nothing ſaid ; 
Or elſe 1 left that part unheeded. 
Achm, Fair !-—not opening Flowers, 
Not the firſt ſtreaks of riſing Day, 
Not Painted Angels are half fo Charming / 
Eternal ſmiles ſtill Grace her Checks, 
And Majeſty her Eyes ; a Thrilling Muſick 


Is 
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1s in ter Voice z which touches every vital, 
And teaches hearts to dance, 
Sbek, I have it now ! Her Beauty then be her deſtruction 
Bot—oreat Talkers ſeldom Ah, and mighty words 
Are mighty nothings; like the Crackling Thender, 
Which makes Women fear but ſeldom harms : 
"Tis the thinking Mind that in her own dark Cell 
Revolves, and then performs—— 
Where's the Sultan.and the Viſier ? 

Achm. The Sultan's retir'd to his Repoſe ; 

The Viſier in his Apartment alone. 

Shek. Faithful Achmet ! take this Jewel 
| And think thy wretched Miſtreſs loves thee, 
Though her thoughts are now too full 
To Expreſs it 
Thrown, like a neglected Flower from the Boſom, 
Where I wou'd have flouriſhed, 

How quickly ſhall I fade / Yet—— 

With the Firſt Angels _— rl try 

To draw Morena d t Saint above, 

To my black Region of Deſpair ! 
Achm, T ſhe has Charms, wou'd ſtop the fery 

Of our Barbarous Troops, when they take 

A Chriſtian Town ; yet 1 cou'd flea her tovely Face 

Wirth my Keen Dagger ; extinguiſh tho 

Shining Lights, her Eyes, to Roredge my Patrones ! 
Shek. 0 _ LL 

Or thy Vow' PH tryatmake ; 

And thou ſhalt ſuffer, Pal thy Lovers ſake ! 

If Amurat Thou Loveſt to that degree, 

My (weet Revenge will then compleated be; 

For ['II take care to ſpoil the Worſhipt Shrine, 

Aad tear Thy Heart, as thou baſt rortur'd mine ! 


The Viſwer /3iting by a Table, wheroon lie Books of Atcount , Riſen. 
Viſ. What is't to theſe mighty furs of Wealth, 
To be daily crowded with preſents from Exropean Kings, 
To Command on Land, and Sea, next to oor 
Whilſt yet I ſtand unſafe between theſe Rocks 
Of Regulating the People, and a Tyrant Prince ! 
All thoſe hitter curſes which they dare not ſhoot 
At Ibrahim, fall thick on me, the Adufts, 
And AMuſtapba, that 4za of the Janizaries , 
Are two | hate, the fiſt, becauſe 
Like other Churchmen, inſtead of Prayers, 
He ſtudies Politicks ; in vain they Preach 
Humiiiry, and teach us to look up for Crowns above : 


| — 


”- 
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When we behold them fix'd on theſe below, 5 
And more ambitious than the Kings that wear 'em. 
The Aga's Son, that hot-brain'd Youth, Amurat, 
Who dares fight, and therefore ſcorns to bow, 
Or ſeek my favour : Theſe have cenſur'd me, 
And an theſe Ii! be reveng'd— 
\ 


Enter Sheker Para behind bim. 


Shek. On whom is't thou art ſtudying 
Old Stateſman ! would'ſt thou have it bitter, 
Deep and ſecure ;, take a Woman with thee / 
——Or Bloody, as thy remorſeleſs Heart can frame, 
Still take a Woman's Counſel ! But 
Say, Azem, who is mark'd for Ven ? 
Viſ. To you, I think, I may diſcloſe——For 
- All your Foes are mine, and mine are yourg—— 
The Mufti and Muſtapba look awry an our AQtions, 
Sowing Sedition inſtead of wholſome Daarine. 
Sbek. By Heaven ! The very ſame theſe are, 
Thoſe I wou'd deſtroy——And for that purpoſc 
Sought you now Pve laid a Traig-—— | 
we; _ but pb wry to _ 'erma all. 
Viſ. Name it, fair , quickly ! 
E... This old ion 7 ye concas - Ks - 
e Beanty, Iam told, without lattery, 
(Excels her Sex) to [brabim. a 
The Charming wonders I'll relate ! 
And ſet his Amorons Soul on Five. 
Viſ. Hold Madam ! have you conſider'd what you ſay ? 
——1Is this the vow'd Revenge——-to make 
His Daughter a Sultana Queen ? 
Shbek. Short Sighted Politician !— 
Had he deſfign'd her for our Lord, why was ſhe 
Thus cloſe conceal'd ? Beſides ; 1 know 
The Mufti hates our Licentious Emperour ;, his late 
npon the Relit of Morat ; 
His deſpiſing all his Queens when once enjoy'd; 
Three Sons already bleſs the Imperial Line, 
And make ſucceſſion ſure. Therefore 
Shou'd her Womb prove fertil ; the Royal Innocents 
Are only Born for Sacrifice—theſe Reaſons 
Weigh'd as ſoon he'd give his Daughter 
Toa Brothel, as the Sultans Arms. WE 
Fiſ. 1 yield —Let it but provoke him, or hisFriends 
To Murmur, and I'll ſtrangle Rebellion in their Throats. 
Sbek. Come with me, and attend the Sultan ; 


AY 
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As we go, Ill inſtru& you, how -- + 
This Contrivance reaches the Aga, and his Son, 
Breaking all their Meaſures, . "de 
Viſ. 1 wait upon you. xteum, 
4 EY [The Sultan upon a Couch, Achmet wh 
Ibrza, From troubV'd Dreams my tortur*d Fancy Starts : F &6: & 
Sleep, meant nature's refreſhing Friend, fits hcavy 
On my Soul, as:Death her moſt inveterate Foe. \ 
Achmet ! my faithful Boy ! art thou there : [Sees Achinet, » | 
Achm, Drezd Sir the Muſick waits without ! | 
Prepar'd by the Italian Maſters—— Their Melody 
May Chaſe theſe Melancholy Fumes away. :0/ 
Ib. Admit 'em, | w | Hf 


A SONG. | 
Hyerial Sultan, Hail, | 
To whom Great Kingdoms bow, 
Whoſe Vaſt Dominion ſhall prevail 
'cr all below, 
Commanding Woman bere ©: | 
An Humble _ ſhall appear, 
No thunder im ber Voice we prize, 
Or Lightning in ber Eyes, 
When aur T crreſtrial God draws near. 
Under our Prophets Influ'nce Live, 
Wile wondring Nations view 
| T he deeds your Conquering Armies do 
And Chriſtians to be made your ſubje@s ſtrive, 


A Dialogue Song, 


Swppos'd to be between an Eunuch Boy and 4. Virgin, 


Made for Boyn and Mrs. Croſſe, 


Written by Mr, D URFEY. | 


She LY from my Sight, fly far away ; 
My Scorn thou'lt on!y purchaſe ly thy Stay, 
Away, Fond Fool, way 
He Dear Ange' vo, ao no n0 0, 
Here on this Place I'll rooted grow. 
Thoſe Pretty Eyes kave Charm'd me ſv : 
* TI cannot Stir, I cannot go. | 


He 


She 
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Thox Silly Creature, be advi;'d 


And do not ftay to be deſpii'd; 
By all my Afton: thou may ſt ſee 
My Heart can ſpare no room for thee. 
Why 4ſt thou hate me, Ah confeſs 
Thou ſweet di poſer of my Joys? 


By ſomething in thy Face and Voice, 


The Kea'on is, 1 only gueſs, 2 


That thou art n't made (the other Boys. 
Why, I can Kiſs, and i can Play, 

And tell a Thouſand Pretty Tales 1 
And I can Sing the divelung Day y 

If any other [alent fats, — 
Boaſt not thy Muſick, , for 1 fear 

That Singing Gift has coſt thee dear, 
Each warbling Linnet on the Tree 

Hu far a Better Fate than thee, 
For they Lifes happy pleaſares prove, 

As they can Sing, [0 they can L1ve. 


Chorus of Boch. 


Why ſo can I : 

No no,' poor Boy. 

And taſt Love's Foy. 

No no, poor Boy. 

Why cannot 1 ? 

Piſh piſh—— Oh Fye! 

Pray do but try ? 

No no, noe 1. 

I know, I know, no reaſon why ? 

You know, you know, you know Tow lye. 


Enter Viſier and Shekar Para. 


Shekar kneeling. —Health to the Rater of the World ; 
Succeſs attend his Armies: whilſt 
His own happy Hours, with (urprizing Joys 
i Arecver Crown'd ; and long Life vroves 
| A Seraphick Cordial, without Alloy or Dregs. 


Vijier, May all the mighty 'bra*ims, and 


Our Propher's Foes fall b-neath Vis Feet ; 
And every Slave bear 2 H-art 
Obediear aid Fond 5 mine 
uit As Heaven hath given me 2 Defpotick 
And unbounded Porer : fo thall my Pleaſures be; 
Bur oh! the Earth's roo lictle 3 and its Pleaſures 
Too few ! I cannot keep my __ 
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In a continued Frame of Joy'z tho! the Slaves © | 
That ſerve nie, vie with the Starsfor number! +... 
Nay, tho' you, my Charming Miſtrels, . _..' 
Whoſe very conceptions; like your Wirtz Divine, 
And like your Beauty pleafing= .cho! you, .I' lay, 
Set your Invention «i the Wraek, for wy Diverſion 3" 
Yet till, ro day's like yeſterday :: to4norraw-UKe tO Cay. 
And tho' wy Paths lie all chro” Paradile : 
Yet being (ill theſe!f-ſeme Road, I grow uaeahie. 
Shek. Alas ! Dread Sir! we've been miſtaken ; 
Ia vain we've ſearch'd Ferfia;and 
Armenia, and Ranſack'd Greece in vain. 
Whilft within your own Royal Gates:. 
OF this Seraglio, lives a Helene, whole. - 
Lovely Face ſtrikes Envy dumb. 
Late I ſaw her at the Baths 3 
Bur, Heavens, ſuch a Creature I 
My aſtoniſh'd Eyes ne're view'd before. 
A Skin, clear as the upper Region, | 
Where Thickening Clouds can never mount: - 
And firow'd with Bluſhes, like the glorious ſpace 
Of Summer's ſetting Suns. 
Her large Black Eyes ſhot R.ays intermingl'd ;£ | 
With becoming Pride, and taking Sweernefs. The Sultan Riſes haſtily, 
Sult. Here in our Pallace—— impoſſible " 
Of what Name? what Qualuy? — 
Shek. Morena, only Daughters ro che 4uft3+— But 
For what cauſe conceal'd I am ignorant, -:, , .. 
Viſ. Had I Daughter, or Wife, whoſe AttraQions 
Cou'd draw the Snltan's Eyes 3 how quickly (hou'd (he be offer'd ! 
Sult, By Heaven! I'll ſee her, fee her this very moment ; 
And if ſhe anſwers your Deſcription, | 
She's mine 3 firſt with Prayers, and Mildneſs 
We'il'proceed; but, if the furly Fool denies 3 *' +. 
Hz ſoon ſhall find that Prayers are &- 1:4 
Needleſs, when Power is Infinite, 
/i/. I humbly beg to be excus'd, becauſe 
The Mufti bears me mortal bate- 
Sault. Come thou, my Shear, Para, 
Thy Eloquence may be uſeful, 
Tho' few per{waſions ſure will | 
Prevail, to make a Woman Reign. Exeant Attended 
T be Scene changes to the Mulſti's Apartment : 
He fits Reading. | 
PT ner 5 POR 
eery, Oh ! Sir —1 faw the Sultan paſs the Lon Giler ; 
A lar parts the Old Seraglio from tlie New 3 4k HE And 


b 
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bend his leps direQly hicher—He's 'cen at my Heels | | 

Pra What can this viſfieemean ?. .. . 

But I am arm'd with Innocence 


And therefore know no fear. 
Enter Ibrahim, Sheker Para Achmet, and ſeveral Attendants. 


Muft. Sacred Sir ! I am amazed 
At theſe unwonted Honours ;. and if 1 fail 
In the expreſſions of my Joy 3 let my 
Confulion plead my excule. 

tbr. *Tis all we}l, and the viſit meant ia kinEneſs : 
I think when laſt T ſaw you, - 
You asked for Amurar's appearance at our Port— 
Selim go thou to the Imperial Camp 
And tell the Youth he ſhall be Welcome 


\ There as ſoon as he pleales. 


Muft. Let me kits your Sacred Robe, 
In thankfulneſs. —Oh ! mighty Sultan, 
Whodaigns thus to oblige his Vaſlals. 

lbr. Mufti—lI hear thou haſt a Daughter — 
Why doſt thou ſtart, Old Man? —— 

If Fame may be believed thouneed'ſt not ſhame 
To own the Beautious Maid ——— 

Send for her hither, for I will [ce her. 

Muft. Oh ! Pardon me Emperour, the Girl is moſt uofic 
For you to ſee, Bred up in Cells, and Grotto's : 
Tho ſo near a Court, wholly unacquainted with its Glories. 
Heaven not Bleſſing me with a Male, I have try'd 
To mend the Sex ; and ſhe, inſtead of (coining looks) 

And learnin; little Arts to pleaſe, hath Read 
Philoſophy, Hiſtory, thoſe rough Studies : 

An. will appear like a negleRed Villager 

Tothoſe bright Beauties that attend the happy Port. 

lbr. Ha ! Is this our entertainment -to be deny'/ 
What we delire! go ſome of you and ferch the Maid. 


; Exeunt two Eunuchs. 
Muft, Tho' you are Lord of all, and may without controul 
Command, yet Emperor, Remember, | 
My Daughter is no Slave, aod our holy Law 
Forbids that you ſhould force the free, 
Therefore if the unhappy Girl ſhou'd pleaſe, 
And then refuſe che oftered Greatnefsz our Prophets Curſe 
heavy, if you proceed to Violatiun. 


Enter Morena Feld. 


Mufe. Kneel D:uohrer, to the Commander of the World. 
&r. Take off her Veil——by Heavens —— A 
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A charmi 

Raiſe —_—— the Earth, andlife thy eyes to Glory," | 
A Crown vill well become that Brow ; Deſtiny | 
Hath mark'd thee for Command ——1I ee 

Prevailing modeſty is in her eyes z 

The ihining ſprings are full of tears ——, 4 
PI} urge 1.0 farther now $ but leave my 


Shehar Para, to prepare for the Excellitg lanvars | wes ' 


I 6e/irn her; 44«/r5,come you with me; and I&r us 
Farther :onlule of this [portant bufine(s. 
Exemunt the Sultan Mafti and Ennuchs : except Aches. 
Shek, Hail ! Happy Maid ! —_—_ Fate his bleſt 
Whoſe Illuſtrious Eyes have cavght , 
The Monarch of the Earth, 1br abim 7- | wh 
Companion to the Sun, and Brother to rhe Stars! ; 
His Sacred preſence ſtrikes an univerſal aw ; 
And next to the Immortals he is worſhipt here. 
What a long Train _ lory is opening to your view, 
Mcunting cn ſhinizg Thrones your beauties Merit ! 
Whilit chouſand ready (laves ſtand watching 
The Motions of your eyes, and e're you form 
Your breath int9 command, *ris done. 
Mor. Ceaſe Madam, you uſe your Eloquence in vain, 
Menaces, Prayers, and Promiles are loſt on me. 
Already | bave Slaves, who wait on wy delires, 
Anc fulhi| whatever.I command: more is but ſuperfluous z 
No Crown I cover, bat that which honour gives ; 1 
And my Ambition termiazt6s in the contented paths ET | - iT 
Of virtue. All your Eftorrs to alter me, | 
Like waves againſt a Rock, will dalh themſelves; 
But fcir nor my Fe anCation. 
Shek, Why do ye view me with that haughty 
Regaroleſs Air, as it I were your Enemy ? 
When I (6 long r4pe your Friend. 
Mor. Qh / mitts e me not, —=Tf rrly looks 
Carry-a diſdain, * tis on the Cr »wns you offer ; 


0 
_y 


Not on you, Als! yon cnly can be my triend; 
. And dive:t the E nPerour [rm the purſuir 
Of his (1 ort 11K. paſhons you do not know 


The lecret p!23(i » cauſe that will, I am ſcre, 
Inſpire me ra: her to d! ye than yield. 
Shek (al Tg Too welfl know it ! 
—If I cou'd 2ffift, t! 0! your Celires are ſtrange, 
Yet, you have {omething (0 ingaging, 
ItI cou'd, 11: 'y, [ wou'd. 
Agr, Ol. 4 'tis greatiy in YOUr POT Of _— 
Tell the Sultan you have difcoy ered, | | " =" 


F 
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As yon eaſily may a thouſand Itnperfections 

That I am fickly, peeviſh, il] Bred, and _ ' 

Of a hateſul diſpoſition. 
Sbek. 1 cannot {o deny your Excellencies ; | 

But I will do my beſt, that you ſhall hearof this ao more. 
Mor. And now, fair Oratrix, 

Who plead'ſt roo well for ſuch a cauſe 3 | 4 te 

Apply thy Rhetorick to /brabim 3 + Ay | 

And defend Morens's Life and Honour. 
Shek, Reſt (ecur'd, I am wholy yours, | 

Retire fair Innocence, for. I (ee 

This ſurprize has diſcompoſed ye. 

The Lively Red forlakes the charming Circle | 

Of your cheeks, and fainting palenefs rakes its places © | 

Retire, and let this Rancontre never trouble your tepole, Exit. Morena! 


Poor eaſy Fool ! blulh Amwrat 
At thy ill choice ! — take me 
For her Friend / yes to-her deſtruction 
I'll prove a conſtant one. 
Achmet ! 
Ach, Madam. nia 
Sbek. I go to ſeek the Sultan, chuſe ſome 
Of the Eunuchs you command, and ferch 
Morena to him, if you meer refiffance, 
Bring her by force : I ſaw /brahim 
Faſten his Eyes upon her, and I know _.. 
The preſent will be welcome, now if delay 
The roving deſires of that unitedfaſt Prince 
May fix ellewhere, and my detigns be loft ; 
Mike haſte, her Facher is not yet returned, 
And you may do it with Tnuch eaſe | 
Ach |t ſhall be done &re you have timeto think the conſequence; Exiti 
Shek, Revenge / how quic k and kvelyare thy Joys ? 
Love is a (weetneds, thac bur taſted. cloys; 
Love mult be fondled with 2 gentle hand 
Rev: p< is God like all, and thows command. Exit} 
The Sultan Evers; the Viſier folowing him: 
$»l1, VVou'lilt thou belicve it Azemgo—- 
This crabbcd Prieſt do's in «ff. t 
Deny kis Dzughter 3 curles he degounces 
If I compel her will, 4nd (eems 
To knuw '. i] prove un villiog- 
F{. la this his difloyalty coo plain appears 
What other Grandee o'th' happy Pore 
But wich open arms wou'd embrace the honour o 
Andlay his Daughter proſtrate at your Royal feet. Sult, 


| — 
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Sult. True, therefore we'll on and fathom 
His Deſigns, the Maidens Beauty 
Has inflam'd me—who cares oppoſe 
When I reſolve Enjoymenc? : 


Emer Shek. Par! 


What News, my Sheker, haſt thou brought her ? 
Shek., O no! with Roman Courage, and moſt 
Unequll'd Reſolution the repuls'd | 
Whatever I cou'd offer, nor wou'd a Diadem, 
Or the Crown Imperial tempt her. | 
Su't. How comes the lovely Maid to bear a Heart 
Thus fiubborn ! and look ſaſweetly mild 2 
Yiſ. 'Tis her Father.who has transferr'd . 
His own traiterous Principles to her, | 
Tavght her early Diſobedience 
(That I live to {peak it!) 
Tougee her to abhor your Royal Perſon. 
Shek, But roudletjety now may mould her as you pleaſe, 
Within a moment the'}! be here ; 
I cook the opportunity of her Fathers abſence, 
And order'd Achmet, with his Fellows, to bring 
Her hither. | 
$u'r, You have done well, 
Shall my almighty Will 
Which half the Univerſe obeys, | 
Without diſpute be contradicted 2, 
By a Woman ? | 
Shek, I hear 'em coming. 
Achmet brings Morena, who /peaky entring. 
Mor. Whither 2 Ah ! Whither ? | 
Do ye drag me, Audacicus Slaves 
Am 1 to be thus uſed? 
Viſ. Madam, filence and awe beſt becomes - 
This place which the dread Majeſty of all che World contains, 
Nay our Law's fo ſtrict | 
an outragious Noiſe near the Sacred preſence 
Is puniſh'd with immediate Death, 
Mor. Death I deſpiſe as I do thee, 
Who art not worth my anſwering, 
Bur to mine and my Countreys Lord 
I caſt me with an obedient heart: ; 
Daign Mighty Sultan to hear with Mercy 
What your weeping Slave can fay ! 
Far be it from your bumble Handmaid | 
To refuſe the vaſt Honour of your offer'd Love 
* pride Oh ! no ! Holy 
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Holy binding vows are paſt alre 
And horrid imprecations, which if I break, 
DiſtraQion, deſpair. eternal ruine 
Straight will ſeizz me I know 
Your royal heart is full of ſoft humanity 
And God like Juſtice ; you cannot take 
Anothers one ————2a thouſand willing beau ties -.. 
VVill with Joy, Embrace. thoſe favours. 
I muſr ever fly 
Ibr. It thou haſe vow'd, I cancel it, 
My Subjedts are my ſlaves, who er'e 
Pretends « right to what I deſire 
Is a Traytor, and ſhall ſo be puniſhed 
If thus perverſe you muſt be forced 
To your own happineſs = 
—>rAchmet 
Mor. O ſpare me Emperor ! ſpare me ! 
. And all my future life I'll < 
In prayers-for lbrabims ! 
Each morning as I bleſs the riſing day 
VIl cry aloud, this id'e ſeen no more, 
Had not my God like Maſter heard : 
Ill never eac, nor fleep, nor | 
Oaghe of life enjoy, before I have pray'd for 
And after praiſed our Lord, / : 
lbr, Achmee—bear her tothe royal bed. - . 
Mor. Hold / yet. a, moment ——hold ! 
I have one thing more to ſay 
As I have often heard my wretched Father tell 
—When fierce Morar, your Predeceſlor 
Doom'd his brothers, even all the young Princes 
Yi che Imperial race, to — 
yed : my Father begged for you : - 
Begged cill he prevail'd: Oh ! if this merit ought 
Puniſh my diſobedience with Wracks with Gibbets, 
With any thing but loſs of honour / | 
Tear out my eyes, ſrab, mangle my face; 
Till it grow horrible to Nature 
And theamazed world gaze with terror, 
Not delight : burn me! heap torture 
Upon torture ! and if I murmur a complaiat 
Fulfil che bitrerſc curſe Releale, 
And bear me to your bed / 
tands confounded. 


Sbek, Speak Yijter, 
Vf. Dread Sir, nn geen your withes ? 


This is nothiog but a guſt of Paſhan, 
Plaia Woman, her will is cralt, 


And 


24 Ibrahim tz Thirteenth Emperour 


And ſo ſhe raves! e're while you mourn'd [ 2% 
Your pleaſures were too much alike 
Fate hath now obliged ye : 
This beauteous Maid reſiſts : and all 
You ever had before, were willing.” + 
tbr. And there.may be a new unknown eelight 
To conquer all theſe ſtruglings, 
Somethin Pobant that will reliſh Lizury 


NoasI 
1 of the Ewnuchsi 
Wou'd our worſhipt Lord free this 
Mourning Fair ; Id'e ſearch the 
Earth's bounds, whnd ”m__ 
That might leaſe asvell, | 
Ibr. Taught by my Slave! | | 
Tike that, preſuwing fool. Stab: him, 
or, Murder, and Rapine 
What a horrid place is = 
My turn is next—— She catches bold of the Sultans neked Scimiter, 
Ihr. Let — Maid,— Y | 


. Never, never, I'!] leap, and 
Fix it to my breaſt, while ſome kind God 
That ſees the anguiſh of my Sonl 
Shall help my weakneſs, and ſend it to my heart! 
Ibr. Some of you unloſe her hold ——— *'* 
Mor. Then thus I quit it. Draw: it thro ber bands. 
See Emperor, ee, are theſe bands | | 
Fit toclaſp thee? judge by this, 
My reſolution— death hath a 
Thouſand doors ; Sure Morens, curſt Morene 
May find out one 
lbr. Slaves, why dally ye thus ? 
By Heaven rage is r.ixt with love, 
And I am all on fire / 
Drag her to yond Apartments 
Mor. Do Tyrant ! but 'tis thy laſt of miſchiefs 
If rhou doſt not kill me —— 
With diſhevell'd hair. rorn Robes, and | 
Theſe bloody hands, I'll run thro” all thy Guards 
And!Carp, whilſt my juſt complaints, compel rebellion ! 

Viſ. Yethere ! force her way ! *© 

Mor. I will not ſtir, fixt upon Earth, 
Fil rend obdurate Heaven with piercing 
Crys; till I have forced their mercy ! 
Help! help! open thou Earth to hide me / 

e Wy woes not weigh enough to fink me To 
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To the Cetiter > —atlength /tis come ; 


My ſpirits are decay'd, Oh Amurat ! aw__ p 5 _ 
here art thou? and where (algs) am-I? Ns \ Sabe0ms; 
Vil. She faints, convey her quickly in, oe > = all 


Your Majeſty has 

Will ſoon revive her. | 
Ibv. Threatning Danger (hal! never bar my way, 

111 ruſh thro” all, and ſeize tlie trembling prey : 

Rifle her ſweets, till ſenſe is fully cloy'd 3 

Then take my turn to ſcorn what I've enjoy'd.) As. 


— 


ACT IV. 


The Muft. Apartment. 
Enter Muft. and Muſtap. 


Muft. TN vain you footh me with theſe promiles, 
I'll tear my ſacred Veſtments; make bare 
My hoary head, and of theſe Fanizaries 
My (elf beg prefent Aid, — was there but one 
In all chis mighty Empire, chaſt, and muſt + 
The Licentious Tyrant ſeize her ? 
Muſt, 1 have not flatter'd ye—the Jonizarie: 
As one man, are bear to rizht your wrongs 
A moment's patience—before to morrow's Sun 
The Ser ag/io's forc'd—the Villain Vitier 
Torn, limb from limb, and the fair unfortunate reſtor'd 
—Ha—ſes where the lovely Mourner comes. 


Enter Morena led by Achmet, ber hair down, 
and much dijorder'd in her dreſs, 


Ach. The Emperour hath ſent your Daughter back, 
You muſt tutor her better, teach her 
A more complying Nature, then 
Perhaps he may agaia receive her. 
Huſt. Heace Pandar ! accurit by Heaven, 
Hence ! leit (tho! enarm'd) with 
My hands 1 throttle thee rel] 
Thy vungratctul Maſter. the laviog 
Of his lie, 4s vell rewarded — 
— Tell lim —— 1 thank him : 
And = hall bear it loud ! £ wit Achmet. 
E Mor, 


= = & of TUO 1d! 
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Ever grac'd the Eaſt ! 

Mauft. Anſwer me Prophet, Author of our Law, 
What have I done, what horrid crimes committed, 
That my _ Eyes are puni 


With this doleful Gight ! 
A/or, The Grave will hide me, Sir ! 
Then you ſhall ſee this Wretch no more ! 
Meft. Live, my belov'd unfortunate ! 
Let death and ruine fall upon | 
Thoſe Feinds that thus have wrong'd thee. 
w_ LU, Cars (ny (my Father) 
e Devi;-Vifher—when iercing prayers, 
Seem'd to ſtop the luſtfu! Sala: 
He blew again the helliſh fire — 
And with his poiſonous breath 
Urged the fatal aR. 
t We'll drag the Infernal Dog thro' the City 
Whil 4 in Howling, he ſurrender his hated life, 
Amid(t the Injuries and Curſes of the People. 
—— Dear Friend, haſte and encourage  ' 
Thy willing Fanitaries ' lead 'em 
To force the Palace 
For this accurſed ; I Authoriz'd 
By Heaven will ſend z Summons tothe cruel Emperor 
That he appear before our great Divan 
And give account for this unexampl'd 
Breach of our holy Law, the forcing of my Daughter. 
Amuerat, 1 know will inſtantly be here—— 
Come in, wy Dear, andI will inſtru 
Thee to receive him 
Mor. Oh! 


'» Mut. Why Coſt thou ſigh 2 my Son knows 
The Heroick virtue of thy ſfpotlels Soul, 


want ſupport : 
thank remorſlefs Heaven 
That 1 again behold the face of 
Reverend goodneſs! for | 


Condeſcenſion, yet Skeker Pars 

That wretch, unworthy of her Sex, 

Caſt a malicious (mile, and perplex'd me- 
Witch words 1 cannot comprehend, 

But why do I employ a t on tlie 
Vile Creature, when I am {o near. 

My own Heavea of Perfection ? 


Enter Mafti. 


Behold the bleſt Parent of my Love! 
At length my Withes are compleat 
Icome, dear Sir, to pay my thankful 
Vows, and receive the only valued Treaſure 
That the Earth contains 
How fares my Goddefs? 

Muft. Oh ! . wondrous well ! 

—— Young man—1 think th'Ambition 
That fills thy veins, is only 

How to ſerve thy Maſter well, 

Nor » ou'd offer'd Crow os tempt thee 
Toa Diſloyal at 

Am. My Father ! to merit this diſcourſe, 
What hive I done? by all my hopes 
I (wear—ſhou'd Sultan /brabim: 

Send the Bow-ſiring, Now, Now, when 
Pleaſure beats thick upon my heart, 
And the tranſporting —_ of yielding Love- 
in my view ; yet on my obedient knees 
all; and wh my breach cou'd form 
t felf to words; Dying bleſs the Emperour, 
Oh! I know not whether 1, the Sultan 
Moſt Revere, or my Morens Love? 
Mwafe. 'Tis well ——— then 
2 
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This lov'd Moreri« torn from her (291 997 159) + a7 mf Vier bak 
- 


Helpleſs aged Father's Arms—<dragg'd-to mo” $7: has. 
The preſence of yonr honour'd Emperogr, never fl 
Whi ſt his Cheel:s glow with Luſt—— \ 1.4 ' I 3": book 
His fiery Eyes dart on the frighted Maid, * ', + | no lo ty 
is fatal reſolution — ſuppole F< 7 
wraFers, her tears. her cryes, I fi214 4 2: | 


Her wounding {upplications all ab vainy 

Her dear bancs in the Confli&cutand mangled, 

Dying her white Aris in Crimſon Gore, 

The a Raviſher twilling his 

Ta the lovely Treſles of her hair, :; 

Tearing it by the {marting Roor, 

Fixing her, by that upoa the ground ; 

Then-—(horrour on horroar ! ): 

On her breathleſs body perpetrate the fa. 
Am. What alteration's here? © 

Chilling Tremblings ſeize chroughour, 4 

And leave my heart as cold as Death : 

Oh! Sir ! why have you ſpoke this 

Horrid ſappoluion, with ſuch an Emphaſis? 

——— Suppoſe it tr —— . 

Not berning Bulls, not breaking Wheels, 

Not all the Cruelties, Witty Tormentars no} + 

Cou'd practiſe with Fire, Water, Steel,'or : / ob 90121 

Poiſon, wou'd equal half my Wracks. : | , 


The Scene draws, and diſcovers Morera 
upon the ground diſorder d as before. 
Mift, Caſt thy Eyes that way,and there behold , 349 

Thy wretched Fate and mine ! if, 34 v2 
Am. Oh ! Friend ! Is this the fight ts; - 19 

I promis'd——are theſe my r 

Expected Joys —— my Eyes / 

Fix on the Obje& you have lov'd 

Thus tenderly, and weep till you are blind | 

Oh ! cruel Emperour ! have I forthis 1 DO 

Thought toil a pleaſure 2 watching + W 

A delight? Held it a crime to groan 

When hundred Aching Wounds were drels'd, 

Becauſc I had 'em in thy ſervice? ; 

—_ n _ ren — - 
Soly. Atthis Scenet dicr leaves my heart 

And I feel the Woman in my Eyes ! - 
Am, Compalſhon is a griet of little nore, 


CS 


<u9TI = | Tat 

But I have Woes that tear ir my Ml 22 oh rnd 
And drink the guſhing Bl "2! "7297 5990! 3; 
— ——- Speak lovely Mourner, ſpeakeaiad 1 Yo SEO SF Un 
To thy kneeling Slave; Hat); Nature © hon (/+! 4% Bi 
Form'd a Monſter, who durſt with any 6s 
Approach thy Snowy vertue ? which 
I with a Devotion pure as that wEphy* : 
To Heaven, have ever worſhip'd ? 

Mor, Oh Prince ! No Tongue, no,Language,- -- 
= ay prnd non rf wm _ = | 

ere all madevpof fighs, that rend t ting {1 
Heart which form'd 'em, can Morends Auficrings," 
Forc'd from my Heaven of Pea&&an@Tnnocence, 't i 

ro' what various Scenes of Woe I nl 171 161 , 

Ragir ng Seas, —_ Frames and Pe = _—_— 
May be the work of chance j Nobly botn ; | * 
But mine's a Fate irips'theof 21! Pati 
Even of the laſt, and deareſt Co 


ack - a 4 
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Oh! 'tis my Curſe that ſenſe Na, af &y 99% 0/1 A 
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The Dire Viſion is ever preſent wi 
On this fide ghaſtly Murder, on that Parke cn i CD Ts 
Rapine Cre(s'd in Pop, and Poyer, | X nOwt 1 
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Ruinous refiſtleſs Power 7 my head 12 24yifl 26 5 


Grows giddy with the Loath'd Reflection, ergnls ai. 19 ! bin 
lid,” "alle v 119 #loT yulgicr, 


Lead me, my Zatida, to Dar 
Thick, fubſtantial Darkneſs, 


Not one Ray of the all- cheering 1 _ 
May peep upon me, rem oy 
To lull my any er ns deſperate 


_ &- *F a: 


x 
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may turn my bra 


Tn 4. is, Heavengaln theſe lad | Gd diſquiets ang - ive 


age Patdoti;Neverand Sir andabine I ak 

Thou illuftrious Figure of unfeign pd. 
I am not uſed to rage, my Nature 
At but the readirg of a diſmal ſtory, -» - 
My Eyes wou'd flow, my Heart wott'd riſe, 
And ſympathetick ſorrow reign. "g 7 — 
Bur now I am by wrongs, a Fury grown”; pa? wind 
Holy Prophet, is it a fin to heave thele © | 
Bleeding lands to thee, and Amurar, fot Juſtice ? 
Yes, yes, it is, for Juſtice leads to (harp revenge 

t ro horrid Miſchiefs - away—aw G— 
Give me Death, Diſtraction, any thing, but —_— 

be Scene ſont! upon ber, 


by 


Exit. 


Am. 


_ . 11THTT tt | 
evenge thee! yes—we'll ſer 
Tis! ”_ 11 Ciry in a blaze, till its brighe 
Flames mount Arbor 

And reach at Heaven ! ——tear 
The Fouadacion of this Imperial 


Of Lnxury; 2nd in its Raines overwhelm 
The World! - wile 


Thou not affiii :e, Friend ? , 
— o- hiut 1 Ap 
| tear to purge the C i | 
Veins of Majeity in fucks -_ 4 
Muſe. "Tis not by Raving we xccomplilh 
Our Deſigns ; if, for my conſtane + 7 
Fricndtbip, l have ooght delerv'd, 
In our U_— ble far Fake pap 
th me to your Fa Wo. is oj <P | 
With the Officers --— there 1 
Who were the hateful Wr: - mages y 4 
The wh on _ chis Tool n—_ 
Am | go0-— Solyman, fiy to Py 
And bring from thence my ſe/e& Tr | 
T'1l take care at Night to give you ſafe admittance 5 
Oh World! uncertain always, falle, and yaio, 
we obtain, | [5 


as thy Chaſtity, 


rial Neſt 


bh rm Aruggle for the wa: 
we E 
--Put when in view o'th' end of all our care, 
Some awkard Fate hurls back-to deep De 


T_T in ſight of Loh 
And loſe my Love, m my Yak ty $7 


Exter Ibrahim, ihe Viſier, Sheker Para; Achmet, 
who ſeems talking to the Sulan, 


Ach, He threatned me wich Death, - 
And aid, he'd tel! his Wrongs aloud, 

Till Neighbouring Nations heard 'em.. 

Ib, Saucy-—and Arrogant ! 

Skek, How ſhall tizx Imperial Race, 
Whilſt the os World deems them 
_ Abſolute, be (ubjeR to the.cratty 

Pen Fold — at Once, 
40 , et 
A ju Example t wen Suceſs free, 


le this Ambitious Mufts. 
" Vil. Strange the 4ſufri! Oh horrour' 


Excen. 


tb. Why thou Viper, whom my breaſt 
Hs folter'd, till the rank poyſon——— 
H:th made me all .y— SM 
VVas it not you that ; 
The cruel Rape I laſt committed ? 
By Heaven ! The only deed chat 
Ever moved my Soul to a Repentance ! 
And doſt thou now ſhrink back ? 
Thou whole face is ttamp'd ſoplain _ 
V Vith Villain, every child may read it, 
Canſt thou draw thy Diſtorted features , 
Juto a look of pitty ? and, as if Murder 
VVere News, cry out, Oh Horror ! 
I tell chee, Viſier, and mark it well, 
Watch the firſt rifing of Rebellion, 


1 he ficreſt Sacrifice to atrone the Popular Fury. 


ou ay 
My Life Pay for my fincere Obedience 
To your Royal Will ? 
Enter one of the Gugrd, 


Guard, A Meſſenger from the Divan 
RuZely preſſes co your Preſence. 
lbr. Admit him— 


Emer Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Sultan! ——the Mafti and the 
Whole Divan Aſſembled, have ſeat me 
To thee with the Mufti's Fatfa. 

That you inſtantly appear to anſwer 
The breach our Holy Law has ſuffered, 
la violating Morena, A Free-born Maid. 

Ibr. Is then the Mufti the Derviſes, and 
All the cantinz Tribe met 
Hatching Treaſon, and brooding in 
Their lov'd Element Rebellion ? 

Now every petty Prieſt ſtruts, 

Looks big ; tells a long tale 

Ot grievances, Models Governments, 

and Cenfures Kings —— ler your 

Ring leader know, that I deſpiſe 

His Trayterous Summons, and 

Trample it beneath my feer 
Yet, ol{l——chou art avt fit 


To 
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To bear a Meſlage back from _ vet wiv tt 
Ibrabim, who dareſt to bring him , 00/049 M1 wh { "m b12)ol Th 
Such a one ; rake hence the Villain? 2 1.9101 "Is 5m 9m GH 
And range him immediately. q habits iu ft 1 2p)» 1 epV 
Meſſ. Oh ! Mercy ! Mercy ! ! Mr 5.1 27 9} 
tbr. Away with him ! — wo *M 027% 1G 913 m2 2H iff 
* — Ly - Ip nd Soar r" 7*}: _ 1 Vic 19101 wid 
om ec rmy raw Zil, Woote 2 . At Wie i! ( (20 
You think vnrainted be Vigil; Wea 1t6.ef i 224? 2lodw worT 
For on thy Life depencs ” Pn Ye MW. W209 IC 1 TP 
Weepnot, my Sheter Parannn ks _ ©212o w $* W. 
We yet (hall brave this S.orm—— mY ' 'O Saha, ok 
By Heaven !-——— wm bl 00 aur) (32.291 5321 
I to the Laſt my glory will maintain, © liv 2! PHE DOG 92GLY 2 10 Coogh 
Or, abſolute I'l1! be,or, ceale wie er {is i23V 


That eafie King, whoſe none Chas Ws ed oa - 
Flatters himſelf with Mag | | 
The Royal Slave the daring rout "oma, | | 
And force his Scepter from his feeble Hauds: - ," 09” Extian 


ty Fl Þi 1 \0 v4" V 
. 


Enter Vorahim, Viler, She! xr Vara, Alie\avis. 
; s A 
tbe. VV's: Coward ; OP © creep thus near me, 
Still leaving my Ordgss ungartatind'? . - ' - ka 
Viſ. Oh! Sacred Sir! The Mutigous Juniag ics rg "2 
Bar each Gate o'th' Palace, nor can I Se? ont. os 3, 
Paſs with Life ! | 


4s" F? ” o .* r 


H_—— 


.33:NC1 5. | WR] 003 7! BY + 
Emer Achmet. . , þ, erg 17 6! 
wo ef ; 8 : f _ 
Ach, Oar woes redouble with the comlogNight, i:T £ 
The Impergous 7 «nizaries pur On us 
Like a devouring Flood, winiſt your 
Faint-hearted Guard: ſcarce darc Reliſt, 
Aloud they carle the Vifter, and | P 
Unanimouſly ſwear his rune ————' , 
thr. Poor trembling Vizard——— if thou hat 
Raiſed a Storm b<yon-! thy Magick Po er 
To lay, it mutt overwhe I'm thee _ 
Here——throw to the{: Ravenous Hrnters 
The Baited Prey ; and let 'em gorge 
Their revengefull Maw 
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nn 
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Yiſ. Hah ! Sale Nike 


tbr. Stop his month, and bear him off. 

Viſ. Sultan, {brabim-—— 

Cruel Lord ! Wile thounot hear me ! : fore'd of. 
lbr, 1, ſand next the mark of fate 

Evil Councellors the plauſible 

Of Rebels, colours their Treaſon ——- 

Put ——”tis at Soveraign power they aim, 

Nor will they ceaſe, till chey have bath'd 

In Royal Guns the Victim's _ ,—_ _ 

Hark how the Bloochounds ring hi th! A wt boat. 
Shek. Oh ! That I were a Man to face ou 

Theſe Devils, and fave wy Lord! 
Ach, Retire Dear Sir, to ſome more remote 

Apartment, whilſt I together draw YM 

Your Eunuchs ; all whom Prayers 

Or Promiſes can engage, tro ſave 

Your precious Life, tho' I loole my own. 

1br. Faithful Achmet! I, who 


" But yeſterday commanded Armies, 


Whoſe numbers outſtripr Arichmetick, 
And left them unaccountable : 

Have now bur one truſty flave 

An Exauch, who for his unhappy 
Lord, will venture Life ! 


Enter So0ly man avd Souldiers. 


Soly. Where is this Barbarous Prince——— 
I warrant Fellow-Souldiers ;— Hid 
The cruel are till Effeminate : 
There's ſcarce a Man left, that 
Aﬀerts his cauſe, I'll ſearch him our, 
And whiiſt my injur'd friend's preventing 
The rm o'ch' City 3 do a deed, 
Art which his nicer vertue ſhrinks. Exeunt. 


Ibrahim, and Sheker Para; 


Ibr. Flatterers, that curſe of Courts have] 
Ruined me ! ——thro' their falſe 


Opticks, I view'd my greatneſs 


And when I thought my felf a Gods 

Am more wre:chea than my meaneſt Slave: 
Unregarded Now's the Frown, that 

Mark't my foe for —_—_ z or the 


Gracious 


Gracious ſmile which give my kneeling 

Surplicant, a Kingdom ——— 

Diſ_»ey's, forſaken, friendleſs, and alone ! 

Yet the inborn greatneſs of my Soul-remains ! 

And I will dye with all my M:jeſty about me, - 

———<Go wretched Woman Herd amongſt 

Thy 5ex, and let that prote& thee ! doen « 
Shk, I will a while retire 3 watch this fear'd event, 

And if you fall ;— boldly come forch and dye, 


Enter Solyman &iving in Achmet, 


Soly. Eunuch | Pandey! dar'it thon ſtop my way? - 4 
That for thy impudence——rlat for the poor Advrena !- 
Ach. OSultan ! our Prophet guard thee, 1 

I-can no more . 
thr. What bold {laveart thou, who 
Throwing off the Sacred ties of Duty, 
Allegiance, darſt wich offenſive 
Arm's approach thy lawful Prince ! 
Soly. My Prince ! — 
Id'e ſooner (ſerve a Ruſſian Bear, 
Whole inhuman paw, when I was 
Moſt Afficuous, mark'd me ſtill 
With Indignation ſuch a {{onlter 
So unaccountable art thou ! 
Oh ! 1br-abim ! Didit thou bur hear. 
Thy long injur'd, and at length revolting 
People, how they curſe thee, what 
A cire Catalogue of crimes repeat : 
Hadſt thou left one grain of Honour, 
Thou wouldſt turn thy wounded ears away | 
And beg meuſe my ere 3 but talk no more- 


ly 


lor. Traytors are ever loud ———= 

And to colour their own deteſted (in 

Rebellion; with impudence, and calumnics 

Beſpatcer the Throne, they dare atrack. : 
Soly. Was there a Slave throuzhout thy wics 

Dominions, whom blind fate had curſed 

With Wealth : His forfeic—Head 

Pay'd for his time : Whiltt his extorted 

Trezfure fiil'd thy coffers, and ſupply'd 

New Luxury. Did vercue Reign in | 

Any Man, a life Auſtere ; or an Vous 

Like our great Progenitors : Scralf yo 


is 
A , 


. 
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Aud your Minions thought, thisdooke', © ; 
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of the Turks. 


With a Refleing Eye on your Debauches : 
Diſpatch'd the pious Wretch, and ſent him 
To his Friends above ; then Women 
You monopoliz'd — let her be Wife | 
Or Virgin, fair as Heaven, or monſtrous as Hel! : 
Witnels your Armenian Miſtreſs ; all ſerv'd 
As fuel to that conſuming fire your Luſt; 
Nay, even the Relique of our late glorious* 
Emperour, was not free from your Attempt, 
But that her Lion Reſolution made your 
Coward Heart ſhrink back. 
Ihr. What! —ho! —— 
Is there none to ſecure this Traitor ? 
Soly. I tell thee, Loſt degenerate King, 
There's not a Soul will move a Tongue 
Or Finver, in thy Defence ; thou ſtandſt 
Forſook by Heaven, and Human Aid—— 
* Think now upon the fair Morena! 
And if thy heart of Adamant unmov'd 
Cou'd bear an Angel pray z if the angry Powers 
So runifh'd her ſpotleſs Innocence : What 
Horrours mult remain for thee; who bend'ſt 
Beneath the weight of thouſand thouſand 1lls ? 
Ibr. Come on, thou Rebel ! 
> Somteber _— = ax on 
y I ongue's thy [ſharpe eapon——yet 
If thou wer't ; and did thy aRs excel the 
Foremoſt of my Royal Race ; thy Ignoble 
Tomb muſt bluth co hold thee,the name of Rebel 
Wou'd blot our the Hero, and leave thy Fame 
Dete(P'd, to the honeſt World ; as thov 
Haſt Repreſented mine ! 
Soly. My iojur'd Friend, and that unhappy Beauty 
Whom thy Luft haſt ruin'd, gives Juſtice to 
My Javelin's point, and ſends it to thy heart ! 
lbr, TT has reach'd it too, nor am I far from thine: 
Soly. Oh feeble Arm ! Oh Amurar! 
Cou'd I d>no more for thee ! 
tbr. 1 amno longer now the ſport of Fate, 
This Atom which our unſeen Rulers 
Thos alcernately have toſt, now will reſt 
For everz my firſt bei part of Life, 
Even all my Youth, to Dungeons, Dark 
And Loathlom as my Grave, a jealous 
Brother cloſe confin'd : then flitter'd 
A while wich E:npire, Comme: like, 
FE 2 


-1 


Fight, 
Both fall. 


I made 
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1] made a glorious dreadful blaze z 

Yet thanks to my Niggard Stars, I'Preſt 
The golden fruit of Power, and Drank 
The very Quinteſcence, the Viſion + 
VVas too full of Rapture long to laſt: 
In a morrent the gaucy Scene is y=nith'd, 
And to my endlet5 Prilon, 1 ia nade retura. Dyer. 


Enter Amurar, woFYþeak: to bis followers Entering, 


Am. Sheath all your Swords, here yy 
Let Murder ceaſe ; and whil(t in ſad compl2inings 
I move my Royal Maſter's heart—— . 

Let no rude breath offend him—— 

Ha ! ftretch'd on the floor ! 

My Friend ! haſt thou done this ? Sees 'em, 
So!y. To higher Judges 1 am fummon'd to appeal, 

Where 1 re:vard or puniſhment (hal! tmd 

For this 2& ; which exceſſive friencſhip forc'd : 

If thou in honour, as in valour ill excel! ſt, 

Forgive thy over-loving Friend: 2rd with a frgh 

Remember all my faults, and Death. Dyes. 
Am. Ye inauſpicious Planets ! which at my birth. 

Shet your intermingi'd Rays ; and on my Infant 

Head. dropt the poiſonous Inflaence : 

Oh ! chat I could curſe ye from your Malignant 

Spheres! Wis ever ſuch a Wrerch as Amurat ? 

y Miſtrels Raviſh'd, — the crue! Raviſher 
My Emperour's dead, 

My Fricad, the Author 3 and puniſh'd roo with death; ! 


Ex'er the Maſti and Muſtzpha, ard ſeveral! Commandery, 


See Fathers, ſee the fatal! end of 
Our Commotions ! 

Mlafe. Twas Heavens will, 2nd therefore grieve no more ; 
Muf, A!) Eyes are fixt on you, nor Coth the 
Empire yield an honcur, which you may not cleim. 

Am. Oh ! miſtake not the heart of Amvrar ! 
Think cot Ambitiun led re on! no; 
H:zd not Lore forc d my backward Hand, 
This Breaſt had been a Rampart to Guard 
The Life of /*r2kim; and iry Sword 
De{iroy'd even you, my Father, had. 
Ye attempted it! ——Qn tlie 
Illuſtricts Head of the young Mahowrer 
Let's fix the Imperial Crown! May 
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le be larger, and happier than his 
Departed Fathers ! and with Hearts, 
From whence this Voice proceeds, Ring out * 
The Acclamation—= Long live Mabomer 
The Fourth ! Emperour of the true Believers ? 
| Onnes. Long live Mabomet the Fourth, &c. 
Ameret our great Deliverer ! ; 
Muſt. Bear the Body to the Royal Molque, whilſt I, 

| With Muſt apha, wait on the Sultana Queens 3 

Diſpel cheir fears, and cauſe the perturbed State | 
| To reafſume a Face ſerene. Exeunt Muft. avd Muſlaphia. 


| Enter Sheker, Para. 


Sbek, Turn, Traitor, Turn! and here behold 

Thy Fate! ——'Twas ] diſclos'd the 

Cloiſter'd Maid, 2nd forc'd her on the King 
Jt: good Turn I ow'd for your Diſdain, 

n——If you loved Morena, wreak 

On me your Vengeance ; and ſtrike 

Your Ponyard tomy Heart ! * 
| Amur, "There are things, which by Antipathy 
We hate; and ſuch wert eve*thou. 

The contaminated Blood ſhall never 
Stain the Sword of Amurat, 

Live ! Detefled Creature ! Loaded 
With Shame and Infamy ! Be it 

Thy Curſe to live ! whilſt 

Pointing Fiagers. and buſie Tongues 
Proclaim thee, if thou appear'ſt, huated 
Through che City like a Beaſt of prey z 
And (hunn'd by all, whoever heard 
The Name of Goodneſs! 

Sherk: Look back! ard ſee! how vain thy Curles are ! 
Thus ! —1 defiz chy Milice! (Stubs ber ſef.) 
Oh! Ibrabim! if in the other World 
The faithful Shcker can be uſefal: 

Lo ſhe comes Difdaining Life 
| When thou art gone ! 
| Amur. Bear the polluted Wretch away, 
Whit I feek my aftlicted Fair : 
And recount the Wonders Revenge has done. Exennt, 


Enter Morena 
Dreſt in White. 


Mer, Dreſt in theſe Robes of Innocence, 
Fain wou'd I believe my Virgia Purity remzins; 
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But oh | Memory the wretched't Plague, 
Still goads me with the hated Image of my wrong. 
My Soul grows weary of its polluted Cage, 

And longs to wing the upper Air, w 
Uacorrupted Purcaels dwells. 


Emer Zayda. 


Come nezr, my 7.ayda, v hy doſt thou 
"Tremble ſo? Oh ! hadfl thou known 
The Horrours, thy poor Miftrifs has, 
| Thou woud'ſt h:ve lefr ro fear ! 
Zayzd. Who ©: exprels the Terrours of this diſmal Night ! 
The mad 5 anjz.+ries up, and raging for Riveuge, \ 
Put private Broils upon the publick ſcore, | 
Murder aud Rapine, with Fury uncontroll'd 
Rog through the City, and make the Devaſtation af © 
Horrible, the mangled Viſiter they have 
Piece-meal torn; nor has their Vengeance 
Stopt here; The Life of the Empire, the Man 
We worlhipt like 2 God, for whom 
We {ti!l were tzught to pray 3 even 
The mighty /brahim is no more ! 
Mor. Is tbrabim dead }—- Oh Amnrat ! 
I fear thou haſt gone too far ; and Jelt 
Our Propher, ſhou'd puniſh thy Diſloyalty ; 
I will, of my (elf, an Offering make ! 
Merena, the unhappy cauſe of all theſe Woes 3 - 
Arena the Atonement 
Go to my Cloſer; bring from thence 
The Golden Bow] -— This News 
_ much __ me: — 
ere 15 1n th2t a loveraign Cordial ! Exit ; 
Look down ye Roman Ladies Zagin. 
Whoſe tracks of Virtue I with care, 
Hzve followed Behold! a 
Turkiſh Maic who to the laſt, 
Your great Example imitates : 
Scort:s to ſurvive when Honour's loſt ! 


Erter L1yda with the Bowl. 
I know wy avenging Friends will inſtantly 
Be here g:y in their Purple Ruins, thinking to glad 
My Soul with the fatal {tory ; but like a ſad Wrecth, - 
Whoſe loſs is irrepparuble, I muſt never aim 
At comfore more! Deeply I'll caſte chis precious Juice, 


. 1:54:+10f 897. TUTKS, 75 


And ſeek that ſound long fleep, where ſorrow, 
Tormenting care thoſe reltleſgAnxieties £ 
That keep in Dreams the mind awake,approach no more! Drinks the Poyſon; 


Enter Amurat- 


Amur. Hail my belov'd and charming fair ! 

Oh ! I have bin, where Blood and Deſolation Reign'd, 
Where horror ina thouſand ſhapes appeared : 

But 'tis paſt : And I am arrived ar the defired Land 

Of Peace——— Thou the Dove-like Emblem, whoſe 
Long'd for ſight Calms the rough Tempeſts 

Of my Soul, and tunes my Heart to Joy ! 

Mor. That thou hadit ſtay'dglotme moments longer. 

Amur Why ! My lov'd dear one ! 

Mor. 1 ſhame toca(t my eyes towards thine 
Wherewith ſuch pleaſure I was wont to teal 
A glance, my Revenge is now compleat ; 

I know it, and am yet alive 
Lucretia dyd before ! 

Amur. \nhuman fair ! 
Death in the Perſon of my Friend ! 
Hath toucht my heart too near z 
And now, to crown my milery, 
Cruelly you talk of yours ! 


Enter the Mufti, Muſtapha and ſeveral others; 


Muft. The wrongs that Tyrrannick Ibrahim 
Had heap'd on the Sulrana Queens 
= = joy w to un ; 
ey call you their preſcrver, To ; 
And ſend by me che Empire's Seal Amurat 
With the Title of Prime Yifer : 
Begging you wou'd protect the Infant 
King, whom you have fo juſtly Raisd. 
Amur. All Honours, Titles, Glories, at the Feet 
Of my Adored I ly, it (he will bleG me 


:« With the (weers of Love, 1 am, what 


-. : » 
—— 


They pleaſe, elſe nothiog, 
: Afr, Can the great Amurar ſubmit fo low, 
To talk of Fruition when 'tis paſt, 
Or to his rms receive pollution ? 
Amur. Name it no more! The Royal Blood —— 
Of the offender hath cleanſed and wathed our. 


+ Thy Honcurs Stains, and white as thy 


. 
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Roves, thy Innocence appears. 
Shall I for{ake the Chriftal Fountain, 
Becauſe a Rough-hewn Satyr there 
Has quenche his Thirſt ? No! The 
Spring, thy Virgin Mind was pure ! 

Mor. Talk on, methinks I taſte of Heaven, 
To hear thee ! Let chy kind Breath 
Proceed : Wafſt me from one Paradice 
To another ! 

Amur, Diſtration ſeize me ! Either 
My fight deceives me z or my Love 
Looks exceeding palez the Staggers too! 
Help! Help ! Rewmorfleſs Powers drive nor 
The Wretch you fcrm'd to the Blaſphemoug 
Sins Diſpair m3 utrer ! | 

Muſt. My Daughter ! what haſt thou done ! 

Zazd. Oh ! my unhappy Miitriſs / 
I fear th:t fatal Cordcial ! : 

Amur. Tnvetera'e Stars! Now ye ve ftrerche 
Your poner to the laſt degree, and 
Ye can curſe no more ! ; 
Oh! Morena | more ſavage —— 
Than our Lecrd ! for ever thou 
Ha! Robb'd my Life of Joy, depriy'd 
My Eyes of Happine(: ; which, till 
They cloſe, muſt gzze on Thee! 
What hath my Love defſerv'd for fuch . 
A puniſlrent 2 Morena ! unkind! 
Cruz! ! uakind ! | 

Mor. Viy Father! draw nears forgive this 

Firſt, laſt at cf Diſobedience! 
You taught me, Sir, that Life no longer 
Was 2 $o0c, then a clear Frame attended itz 
My Diſhonour Riags through the Qaiverſe — 
Pardcen my quitting it! — 
Now Amwura!! To thee— Heze will I 
Lean a Mcment, where I thought to Raign 
A whole contented Age——1 fear the Cordial 
Will prove tco firong Antidote the Poiſon, 
And let me live ! 


Amur, Thou ſhalt live! fince this Barbarous 
Climate has wrong'd ſuch worth x 
Tle Raiſe another Empire large as this, 
And fix rhee there ! 
Mor. Fix me in thy Heart! more dear to me 
Than gaudicit Throaes ! Be that 


+ *, : 
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D—_ Or? ſpeak ! ſpeak once again /=— .... 
, Oh! once . . 
! Dart from fs 
faireſt Eyes that ever bleſt the World, | Fx 

One Ray though *tis a dying one ! —— | 
Oh! 'Tis im : 2 2 | 
A Dungeon, car * 
Produce ought fo miſerable 23 Amurat! | | , 

Muſt, Dead, my lov'd Danghter !———— 
Angry ap. ! when will thy vengeance ceaſe! 

Amur, Oh ! neverlet it! now tet 
Earthquakes ſhake the Rafis of this Foundation, 
And whirlwinds drive us like duſt about ! 

Auſt. Have Patience, Son / Honour was 
The Miſtreſs of thy Youth / Fair 
_— Fa form'd nn bright ldea Een 

0 the Life, Copy her, court only Glory, 
Now let the great Buſineſs of the Empire 

Amur. Ye ay 1 am Viſier, Guardian to the 
Infant King ; with Power unlimitted 
Command a World, almoſt as large as 
Alexander” h! AMoorena! once my 
Living Miſtreſs, now my dead, Saint, X 
My Ever Worſhipt Dear : I do remember | 
What I promiſed : no Crowns, Lawrels, nor 


Thus——thus I keep my word—— [Stabs bimſetf. 


Huſt, Oh ! fatal deed ? 
Muft. Raſh AR! 
Muſt. Where ſhall I hide me from 
This Scene of Woe ! ——No forrow 
Equals that which to the Dead we pay ! 
Becauſe there's no Room left for 
Hope of Friend ! : 
' Muſt. Let's not through grief negle@ the publick care 
Since in the change we had fo large a ſhare; 
On the Empires charge let's our {ad thoughts imploy, 
There muſt be mnantbe that, though none for Joy. CExewnt. 


G E Ph. 
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ED 


EPILOGUE. | 


H E Play is paſt, the danger is to come, | 
Criticks, _ give 4 gentle doom. 
p Conquer thoſe who can their d auſe maintain 
Is Glorious ; here the labour wos'd be vain : 
By the great Rules of Honour all Men know 
They muſt not Arm on a Defenceleſs Foe. 
The Author on her weakneſs, not her ſtrength relies, 
And from your Juſtice to your Mercy fires. 
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